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to her and spoke of the affairs of the household
and talked reassuringly of his own health. Soon
after this, the faculties of that life which had lived
through eighty years seemed to slacken and his
mind was covered by a soft stupor. The poet
felt no inclination to keep his -eyes open. Yet,
though the eyes were closed, he could not be said
to be asleep. The poet, in this condition, lived
his eighty years of life over again in one day.
Many of the incidents of that life passed before
his mind as in a scroll and he experienced the rare
pleasure of looking* as a spectator on himself
living the old life again, with a curious mixture of
detachment and interest.

What a good mother that' was of his!
And that father ! He too was good ; but he
was rather obstinate, expecting that his son should
grow as he wished, and distressed himself and
that son. By the affection of the mother the
troubles of his boyhood had been made tolerable.
And that grandmother of his! How great was her
affection 1 She had given him those puppets with
which as a boy he had played the livelong day.
What grjsat pleasure he had derived from those
puppets! Later in life he had derived extraordi-
nary pleasure from plays, writing them, acting
getting them acted. How did it happen